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THE POLITICAL BATTLE ALLEY. 





WHEN, in the midnight gloom of Battle 
Alley, the shrill whistle of the leading tough 
assembleth the gang, fired with ambition and 
and burning with generous ardor, it 
then 
strange and oftimes unmentionable 


proceeds 
missiles | 

hurtle 
through the ambient air; then the adjacent 


to enliven the neighborhood; 


slums pour forth their living feculence to 
do 


and dogs flee the neighborhood and eschew 


join the carnival; then vagabond cats 
the too vivacious company; and then, and 
then only, it may be said, in the language 
of the unenthusiastic copper, ‘‘ They’ve been 
having a high old time in Battle : 


’ 


lley. 


Well, the gang has been through Battle 
Alley—the political Battle Alley, Toe Jupas | 
means—and a pretty state they have left it 
in. George William Curtis, waking up from 
his Independent debauch of the last three 
months, is shocked and horror-stricken at 
the he finds himself in. Tue 
JUDGE is sorry for you, but when you go out 
on a Battle Alley racket, you should think 
of your head in the morning, Geo. William 


company 





duty of the press? 


THE JUDGE. 





Henry Ward Beecher is 
dreaming quietly, and is wholly oblivious of 
the singularly nauseating aspect which he 


Curtis, dear. 


The other com- 
batants lie around, and Battle Alley is in its 


glory. 


presents to his fellow men. 


it is, that no one can tell 
whether the row is over, or whether 


The worst of 





it will | 


be renewed as soon as the politically drunken | 


participants have slept themselves sober. 
And oh, what a row there will be (supposing 
Cleveland really gets to the White House) 
when the Solid South and the Pharisee Pha- 
lanx get pulling wool for the spoils. Nor- 
thern Democrats, Southern Democrats, Stal- 
warts, Dudes and devils all pulling at Gro- 
ver Cleveland’s coat. tails, 
slice of pie. 
nothing to it. 


and calling for 


their Donnybrook will be 





FIREBRAND JOURNALS. 

THE election through which the country 
has just passed has been an unprecedentedly 
close and perilously exciting one. Popular 
feeling has been aroused as it has rarely been 
aroused before, and party differences have 
We regret to say that bad blood 
Un- 


der these circumstances, what is the plain 


run high. 


seems to exist between the two parties. 


To endeavor to allay the 
irritation by every means in its power, and 
to carefully abstain from any word which 
might tend to further excite the over-wrought 
passions of the masses. With a few honora- 
ble exceptions—amongst which we may men- 
tion the 7ridune and the Sun—the metro- 
politan newspapers have done the very con- 
trary of this. The World has fairly revelled 
in incendiary editorials; a journal, fortu- 
nately obscure, known as Truth, has pub- 
lished ‘‘a call to The Herald’s 
frenzy might excite the envy of the editor of 


La 


arms.” 


Lanterne. What were these journals 


any change as a change for the better. But 
be their object what it may, it is none the 
less true that every line on the political situa- 
tion which has appeared in these papers since 
election, has had but one tendency—and 
that is to foster the unhealthy excitement 
growing out of the closeness of the contest. 
It is owing to the good sense of the Ameri- 
can people, and not to such self-constituted 
Herald, that 


monitors as the the situation 


| has resolved itself without serious turbulence 





| ny’s corpse. 


saying while the result of the election was | 


stillin doubt? They kept reiterating that 
Cleveland was elected, that, 
if the official count resulted in 
favor, that gentleman should not be allowed 
to take his seat, and hinted, not obscurely, 
that a mob would take the matter in hend 
if the decision of the canvassing board should 


no matter 


Blaine’s 


be in Blaine’s favor. 
These remarks only proved that the jour- 


| nals in question had no belief in their own 
cause, for the final decision lies with a board 


made up of four Democrats to one Republi- 
can; but this is not the point. 
is that the Herald, World, etc., 
aside the dignity of cool, impartial journal- 
their influence to 
inflame the passions of the multitude, - and 
turn over the government of these United 
States to a mob. 


The point 
have laid 
have exerted 


ism, and 


What they have to gain 
by such a course does not appear. 
ald, at any rate, is a wealthy concern, and 


its owner has a large stake in the country. 


and bloodshed. 





JOHN KELLY’S DISCOMFITURE. 


THE discomfiture of the illustrious Tam- 
He has been 


with an exceeding leafiness alto- 


many chieftain is complete. 
“i” 
gether rare in his checkered career, and it 
was not a very particularly cold day, either. 
The fact is, John Kelly, like many a better 
man, was just a little too and after 
all his balancings of the pros and cons, after 
all his dickering, first with the County 
Democracy, then with the Republicans, and 
finally with both parties at once, he failed to 


smart, 


elect a single one of his nominees, with the 
This office 
was probably conceded to Tammany out of 


sole exception of the coroner. 


a sense of fitness of things, and with a char- 
itable desire on the part of the voters to give 
an old friend the task of sitting on Tamma- 
The verdict will probably be 
something like this: ‘‘ Died of too much 


| conniving.” 


The result was unexpected. 
given John Kelly credit for 


People had 
being smarter 
than events have proved him. The world also 
supposed he was a good hater, and naturally 
surmised that he would not let the recent 
golden opportunity slip to feed fat his ancient 
Well, he swallowed 


his animosity, he did his best for the nomi- 


grudge on Cleveland. 


nee of the Independent Republicans and the 
County Democracy, and he got left. That 
is what is the matter with Kelly. 

And apres? Well, the political horizon is 
full of ominous clouds just now, and it is not 
easy to look very far ahead into the future, 
One thing seems certain: Tammany has re- 


| ceived a severe if not fatal blow, and the polit- 


ical prestige of the wigwam will probably 
never again be what it has been. Kelly has 
been ignominiously defeated by the allied 


| powers, and has been ostracized, so that he can 


dono more damage in future. Whether he will 


| perish in his banishment, or bob up serenely 


The Her- | 


| dear sir, the salary is no object.” 


at some future election—whether the site of 
his seclusion will 
Helena 


can answer. 


prove an Elba or a St. 





are questions which time alone 


—— 


He had almost concluded the negotiation 
with old Moneygrub for the office of family 
coachman. By way of clincherthe applicant 
disinterestedly remarked; ‘‘ I assure you, my 
There 


| was such an accent of truth in this utterance 


that Moneygrub, the suspicious old cuss 


Ds rs rea > ] -] ‘ Tr ay : : ‘é , 
Papers like the World and Truth have not | pricked up his ears and snarled; “‘ salary no 


| so much to lose, and would probably welcome | object, hah? Then J object. Clear out.” 















































THE JUDGE. 











THE DAY 


AFTER ELECTION. 
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THE DEFEATED CANDIDATE 


Monographs. 





JUST FIFTY CENTS. 
(Rondeau.) 
Just fifty cents to bless my name, 
Had I, when in the dusk I came 
Across Maria. Her sweet face 
Enslaved my heart, and in its place 
Left naught but a consuming flame, 


Which soon all prudence did efface, 
And plunged me into deep disgrace— 
Arising from, I here proclaim, 

Just fifty cents. 


My downfall IT will try to frame: 
Reckless with love—and who can blame?— 
I gave her cream. Alas, my case! 
A dollar's worth she ate apace, 
While I had—see my fix—O shame! 
Just fifty cents. 


A ride on a horse is worth two in a hearse. 


Pleasant quarters—the return of those 
loaned on doubtful security. 


Down on his luck—the man who slips up 
on a banana-skin. 


‘* There’s nothing like keeping one’s hand 
in,” said the thie’, as he picked a pocket. 

It is reported that servant girls are very 
scarce in Denver. 
out there to light the fire with something 
not quite so quick-tempered as kerosene? 


In Illinois, a few days ago, a team of horses 
was stung to death by bees. At last the 
vexed question ‘‘O death, where is thy 
sting?” has been satisfactorily answered. 


‘* This a sore subject,” said the tramp who 
had just escaped from an interview with the 
farmer’s dog, and was feeling for the softest 
side of rock on which to seat his lacerated 
flesh. 


Don’t flatter yourself, Clarence, my boy, | 


that when you die your wife will feel like 
giving up the ghost, too. In nine cases out 
of ten women would laugh at the funerals of 
their husbands, if it were not the custom to 
weep. 





Won’t they ever learn | 


THE SUCCESSFUL CANDIDATE. 


| There’s a good deal of difference between 


what you want and what you get, my son. 
| This text is perhaps best illustrated by the 

man who wants an office and gets left, or the 
| fellow who wants the earth and only gets six 
| feet of it. 


‘*Hello! Did you catch anything?” in- 
| quired Pipes as he met Chinn trudging home 
| with a fish pole under his arm. 

“Yes, gaud ple’ty eduff to sddisfy be,” 
| growled Chinn, stuffily. 
| ** What did you catch?” 
| ‘Cold, you infernal chump! 
| withoudt askig! ” 

And Chinn trudged home to mustard and 
| water, ginger tea and his own sour reflec- 
| tions. 


Cad’t ye see 


‘*George,” she murmered, as she swal- 
| lowed a yawn and drew back two tears into 
| the depths of her sapphire eyes, ‘‘ George, 
|do you know why you remind me of the 
| " 9% 
trees? : ' 
| ‘*No, Ethel, dearest. Why?” 

“* Because I feel sure you will not leave 
till spring. 
| George can tumble when a whole brick 
| wall o’ertops him, and he tumbled then; 
but now his girl’s name is Evangeline. 





Doris. 


Doris, my own darling Doris, 

Dearer far than saucy Chloris; 
Sweeter, purer, fairer, better 

Than the evanescent letter 

Which begins the fairy name; 

Surely, I am not to blame 

If I woo thee, if I win thee 

And the heart which beats within thee. 


Doris fair has rainbow eyes, 
Laura’s glancing soulward flies, 
Sappho’s blushing bosom swells, 
Flora’s cheek a love-tale tells; 
Poets all may praise their charms, 
Sounding anxious heart’s alarms, 
Yet I'll sing of darling Doris 
While the stars are rising o’er us. 
BERNARD J. KELLY. 





A CONCEITED cuss—one who knows more 


than I do, and has the impudence to show 
‘it. 


, hibit them him to “‘ black guard.” 


THE WORKINGMAN. 


Freschemilque’s Letter. 

M. DE FRESCHEMILQUE, a nephew of the illustrious 
de Jocqueville, having observed the manner in 
which our republican institutions work in the trying 
time of a presidential election, is greatly charmed by 
what he sees, and imparts himself to a Parisian 
friend in a letter which shows up our well-known 
party virtues in a way that seems almost new. The 
following isan extract from the letter—obtained by a 
perfectly honest but crooked proceeding which it 
may be interesting not to describe. It is not a 
translation, by the way, for M. de Freschemilque 
confided to us once that he ‘ perfaitly revel in the 
languitch so abundant of the Saxon Anglo Ameri- 
cains, and every day avoid himself occasionally 
more and more to make use what you English call, 
my tongue of the mother.” MACKHOWLY. 

AH! this Republic full of glory, my friend! 
When they will elect them a President, there 
is there nothing of intrigue in the chambers 
of Congress. At the contrary the country 
awake herself and grand enthusiasms have 
place. The patriotism is that which make 
itself mostly to appear. All the passions 
more mean efface themselves and one beholds 
them not. They march, these Republicans 
of a virtue so pure, in grand procession as 
the soldiers the most veteran, while that 
they support with a grace singular the arms? 
mille times no! but of the flambeaux, my 
friend, ravishing emblem of the peace 
and the light, while that the image affright- 
ful of the war remain of far. Ah! but they 
are different of the French! 

It is here that some citizen candidates the 
most imminent, aspire themselves to be Presi- 
dent. Immediately the other citizens (one 
calls them here the fellow eitizens) regard 

the citizen candidate with a consideration 
the most distinguished. Even in the 

moment when the orator carries himself 
| away with his passions, he forgets never 
| that which he ought to the citizen candidate, 
fe ever speak of him but only that which 

istrue. For, without doubt the constitution 
| venerable which exist at Washington will 
| permit not that the journalist and orator 
| American might lie concerning somebody 
| whatever. In same manner the journalist 
| which in this country here are in great num- 
bers, it is prohibit that they roast the man 
who travel for President—or better to speak 
in the happy idiom of the English, it is pro- 
Behold 
Heaven 








here an aristocracy of politeness! 
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CHILDLIKE 


Eppir EvGENE 


Pa *‘ Certainly, I[ do.” 


AND 


— Pa, do you love me as much as Mr. 


BLAND. 


Jone 8 love S his little boy ? ” 


Eppig EvaeEne—‘“‘ Well, he bought his little boy a horse?” 


how it is different of our Lantfernes which 
make to fly the mud, and our Figaros so 
cruel, of which the stab scours the skin of 
one! 

In New York, when that their great 
Broadway was so crowded with the torch- 
porters which I regard with astound, one of 
the fellow-citizens tell to me, in speaking 
with distinct loudness: ‘‘Vous Frenchy vous, 
vous ne can’t pas kick up sick a ell of a dust 
in the rues de Paris, how?” 

**Ah devil, no!” cried I, ‘* our most young 
Republic French should not have sageness 
for to make it as that without to have of 
more practice.” 

The President, one elects him in the 
months of the Canvas. It is for that one 
makes the pole-raising which result in a 
haughty mast-emblem superb of the glory! 
In the suite of which the hurrahs (almost 
terrible) which 1ames Threecheers. 
Let us go. Then M. the president of the 
assembly (crowd), he araise and strike one, 
two, three times the air, and Say, in effect, 
fellow-citizens behold him the Colonel or 
the Honorable. That he heard! One 
American, a fellow-citizen himself without 
doubt, confide to me that all that which 
each Colonel or Honorable shall then say has 
that of purity and saintness which one will 
hear in the pulpit, and of further, that the 
eminent candidates shall reconcile themselves 
next winter with such fraternity as the one 


one 


be 


shall give to the other “his last chaw of 
tobacco, even when it is half chawed.” 


Sentiment the most touching! 

One regards with an air very astonished 
that nothing of military display in the streets 
while Election holds herself. But this 
grand people have theirself so elevated with 
their hundred years of freedom that no 


¥ 


fellow-citizen but he would with scorn have 
great hunger rather but sell his vote; or 
with grandeur perish himself in firing a 
pistol of Derringer rather that but he shall 


not fail for to count him the votes fair. 
My friend of New York, he to me said: 
** Par gad, mon Frenchy, vous bettez vous 
your life that on the jour de our election | 


every chose is done sur the square, and we 
Americans are, on that solemn occasion, as 
tout innocent as the petit muttons which se 
skipper in the meadow.” Ah! to remain in 
the middle of these fellow-citizens of which 
the virtue is so great—what of more would 
you? And the language, one it acquires 
without almost to try. For me, I have 
great deal forgot the French since that I 
have obtained to speak the English. But 
every day I astonish at the great deal foreign 
men in this country here, who are they 
which try in the vain to converse the 
language of Shakespeare without to make of 
the grand errors. 


CoacHEE (to dude)—‘‘ The whip is 
mightier than the cane.” 


THE hack-driver is coming, no doubt, but 
he is not here yet. 
is the driver who drives the matches. 


“Sue dropped a tear.” Possibly. But | 


we are ready to wager our whole salary as 
prospective coachman that he was not a 
chario-teer. 





THERE seems to be something strangely 
fascinating to the frivolous dress-loving fe- 
male mind in the coachman’s skillful manner 
of handling the ribbons. 


) 








| 
| 
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The Cucumber. 


a 

I'm plain of garb and feature, and by nature rather 
shy, 

And in the summer garden lives no humbler thing 
than I; 

The wild bird scorns me, and the bee finds naught 
in me to sip; 

And yet, for all, bew 


are of me—for I have got a grip! 


There's Mr. John L. Sullivan, the pride of Boston 
town, 

Before whose dread, gigantic arm all other men go 
down; 

I'll take him up at any odds with me to try a bout; 

And I'm no true knock him 


out. 


Cucumber, if I do not 


I've seen the lusty Alderman with limbs and thews 


of might, 
Engage with me at suppers late—(I'm at my best at 
night), 


And I've gripped him fierce, and curled him up and 
knotted him with pain, 


Till like a very mountain-bull he roared and roared 


again. 

Iam bland and nothing vicious; but some things 
I'll not abide— 

Ice cream is one disgusting stuff! <A lovely, win 


some bride 


Once mixed me with the thing abhored The mor 
row’s rising sun 

Shone soft upon a beauteous bride whose race of 

life was run 


But take me when I’m young and mild, and let me 


bathing lie 
Full long and deep in vinegar, the best that you 
can buy, 


And if at night too oft you’ve looked upon the ruddy 
cup 
and kindly 
brace you up 


Next morning will | still your qualms, 


DAN DE LYON. 





Happy Couples. 


Yes, there were a number of happy cou- 
ples at last week’s ball. Conspicuous among 
them Lord de Rigar and his wife. She is 
dying of hopeless illness, and he has epilep- 
tic fits. They were first cousins, but she had 
the coin and patched up the broken down 
estate. 

The mother eloped American 


with an 


| clerk, and they arrived in New York with 
| the usual shilling, barefooted. Started alight 


kind of beer, mild edition of Bass, and 
made a fabulous fortune. She has just fur- 
nished (I mean Lady de Rigar) an esthetic 


house in Boston to the tune of $800,000. 
The walls are all inlaid with electric 
blue enamel, and venetian red curtains to 


the number of 90 pair were ordered for the 
receiving suite of apartments alone. 

Lord de Rigar was only a baby when she 
came out, but he ran thro’ all his money. 
Lost a pot on two succeeding races. She 
dyes her hair and pads, and when they took 
the vows to love, etc., both said privately, 


S ( | each would gang their ain way! They ar- 
The only eligible match ; , 


ranged their affectionate attitude in the 


| looking glass because it looked well; all the 





time we, who know them, are quite too well 
informed to believe in it. Its only a farce. 

He is still awfully in love with a clergy- 
man’s daughter in tne country, but he has 
been told he may die ofa clot to the brain 
any moment before he is free from his wifely 
cousin; and all her money at her death goes 
back to her people—hard lines, is it not? 

I wonder what amusement they can find 
in watching the young and lovely in all their 


















































freshness frisk past them, but the world calls 
them, in its blind idolatry, ‘* Such a happy 
couple.” 

Did I notice any other celebrities? Well 
there was a Mrs. Le Clere with the same 
ticket on, she is married to a young scape- 
grace. He was so drunk when the ring was 
placed on her finger, that he tottered, and 
fell on the best man’s shoulders. They had 
kept three men up all night to prevent him 
commiting suicide, and to have him sober 
for the wedding day. Now he is periodical- 
ly ina maison de sante. She accepted him 
to get rid of her gambling debts, and because 
the man she wanted (who we all saw talking 


to her at the ball) had an opera fancy for a | 


soubrette, and told her plainly, ‘I like you | 


awfully, but I have an entanglement, and I 
will not marry Snow Flake, because there is 
just enough respectability left in me_ to 
prevent my placing her in my mother’s 
chair.” 

I did not hear her answer, but from some- 
thing both dropped, I believe they were 
making arrangements to elope. Everybody 
is in the dark, for J heard several people call 
them ‘‘ Such a happy couple.” 

Anvone else know? Yes, pretty, fascinat- 
ing Mrs. Harling. Don’t you remember a 
short time ago the account of her wedding, 
with the diamonds she wore, and the long 
list of presents? Would you believe it, she 
was pouting because her lord and master 
(who really is only a boy just from school, 
and she a baby) had ordered her to wear a 
pink Surah silk, instead of the dazzling 
white eve ry one knows is so trying. Don't 
look surprised when I tell you she had been 
crying, and the tears had dropped on her 
gant ile suede gloves, and dyed the charm- 
ing dress with the rose-stains from her 
bouquet. I heard her say, °° I hate him!” 

‘‘ Hush,” said the partner, a moustached 
young officer. 

oW, ll, | do!” 

“But you are only married a month.” 

“Quite long enough.” 

As she whisked past me, an outsider put 
up his eye-glass, yawned, and remarked: 
«* Just married, and, I believe, such a happy 
couple.” 

G.M. MOUTRAY 





Too Inaudible. 
I’vE asked her every way I can, 


In every language used by man 


If she my life will ever bless, 

But never heard her answer yes. 
After my question I have tried 
To ope my eat common wide, 
And I have held my heart to hear, 
In vain, the answer of my dear. 


I went and got an audiphone, 
Which greatly magnifies the 
gut then it did not seem to do, 


tone, 


I could not hear it een with two. 


Yes, is a word exceeding small, 
That seldom's ever heard at all: 
I've listened close as I could cet, 


Sut failed to catch the answer yet. 


If she has answered yes, I know 
She must have said it rery low, 
And I am grown forlorn and sad 
To think my hearing’s getting bad 


A. W. BELLAW. 


KITCHEN extravagance has nearly ruined 
these high living Frenchmen. Though 
they had Grevy of their own, they gave 
Bismarck two fine provinces to pay for a 
German dressing. 








ne more 
Weary ot thir 
Rashly 
(roes 


for the 


A PROBLEM for the political economist. 
Why do the people of Ireland continue to 
be the poorest of the poor, if it be true that 
the capital of Ireland is Dublin’ every year? 


THE doctor is right and the community is 
with him—what the too enterprising Fitz- 
windle most needs is arrest. But, of course, 
he won’t take it till it is forced on him. 

‘* Wer only insure persons who are in good 
health,” said our agent. 

“‘Ish dat zo? You must tink I’se a fool. 
Vat you tink, I come pay you ten tollars fer 
insure my helt ven I vas vell?” 


Mrs. Urpronr—‘‘ Of course the families 
are respectable enough, but Alice and Jane 
naturally think it hard that they are ex- 
pected to marry a U. 8S. Senator and a 
Governor, after Marion making such a splen- 
did match.” 

Mrs. U’s husband—‘“‘ Of course, but they 
must be reasonable. Remember we have a 
house full of girls, and they can’t expect to 
find a coachman on every tree, can they?” 








unfortunate 
‘mt.. 


importunate 


— keg. 


first—— 


Journal of Young Sawbone’s Bride. 

Nov. 6TH—Mary tells me that her former 
Mistress informed the world at large that 
she had furnished rooms to rent by inserting 
an advertisement in a morning paper. 

I sent out and purchased a copy of the 
Herald, and, after reading over any quantity 
of advertisements, that seemed to hit our 
case exactly, I wrote one out for myself. 
It read like this: 

‘A young physician and his wife. finding they 
have more room than they require, would let a 
suite of elegantly furnished apartments to a select, 
refined party, who are willing to pay liberally for 
superior accommodations.” 

To this I added the number of our house 
and street, and had just ordered a coupe te 
drive to the newspaper office, thinking to 
surprise Edward by having the rooms rented 
without his knowing «anything about it, 
when he appeared on the scene. 

Ile wanted to know where I was going, 
but before I could answer he picked up my 
poor little advertisement that lay upon the 
bureau, end scarcely finished reading it 
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THE JUDGE. 





when he pressed his hand to his brow— 
turned white all over, and exclaimed, ‘‘what 
are you going to do with this?” 

“I’m going to put it in the paper,” I 
said, somewhat impatiently, “‘ and if you had 
not come in you would have known nothing 
at all about it until the rooms were all 
rented.” 


“¢ Well, then, thank Heaven I did come in | 


before it was too late. Good Lord,” said he, 
‘‘don’t you know better than to put the 
street and number down in black and white. 
It’s a wonder you didn’t sign your name 
in full to the document. A nice thing to 
put in print! ‘A young physician, at No.— 
West ——St. has rooms torent.’ Can’t you 
see that everybody would know we were try- 
ing to get lodgers, and that our social 
position as well as my professional reputation 
would be ruined.” 

He was so cross about it that I had hard 
work to choke back the tears, as I told him 
I didn’t see how people that wanted rooms 
would know we had any to rent unless we 
told them of it some way. Then he calmed 
down a little and said, instead of putting in 
the street and number we should say, address 
box something or other Herald Office. Then 
he took it to the newspaper office himself, 
and I dismissed the coupe, and staid home 
and had a good ery, which finally brought 
on a sick headache. 

When Edward came home and saw how 
sick I was, and that I couldn't go down to 
dinner, he said he was sorry and that was all. 
He never even offered to get ice or anything. 
After dinner he went out, to a medical 
meeting, he said, and I should have been all 
alune if Mama and Papa had not called to 
see how we were getting along. 
good mind to tell them all about my troubles 
and our renting rooms, but I didn’t. 

Mama offered to stay all night, but I 
didn’t want her to. Edward came home 
about eleven. 

Nov. 8th.—We’ve had two letters in answer 
to our advertisement, but my nerves have 
had such a shock that I don’t know as I can 
ever compose my mind sufficiently to reply 
to them. 

When we were first married, which seems, 
oh, such a long time ago, I asked Edward 
which closet he kept the skeleton in, and 
told him I knew I should be awfully afraid 
of it. 

How he laughed then and called me a 
silly little goose, and said he hadn't any 
skeleton at all. 

Well, a skeleton would be nothing to 
what I’ve seen and found out about. 

That brown paper parcel, that he brought 
home and placed out on the piazza back of 
the dining-room, I had forgotten all about 
until this noon. I should probably have 
never thought of it, even then, had it not 
been for that spiteful thing Mabel Taylor. 
She came in this morning to call, and like 
a fool I asked her to stay to lunch. Of 


I had a} 





course, she said she would, and when we got | 


down to the dining-room, she commenced 
to admire everything she saw. While she 
was examining the curtains her eye caught 
sight of the brown parcel, and she asked 
what it was. I said I didn’t know, that it 
was Edward’s. 

“Let us open it,” said she, ‘it looks 
mysterious. We can tie it up again and he 
won’t know anything about it.” While I 
was feebly remonstrating she was at the 
package. Hastily unfastening the twine, the 
paper fell apart and from it out slipped, asI 
am a living woman, a poor little flesh and 
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TRIALS OF A 


NINE O’CLOCK, A. M. 
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HIS FIRST CUSTOMER. | 
The man with the gas bill. | 


TEN O'CLOCK, A. M. 
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The representative of the firm of Catchem | 


& Clincher would like to have the pleasure 
of showing his samples. 





TRADESMAN. 


ELEVEN O’CLOCK, A. M. 
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His Second Customer is anxious to sell him 


a pair of suspenders 


TWELVE O'CLOCK, A. M. 











‘‘Have you any such a thing as a directory?” 





another, and in the midst of it all appeared 
Edward. ‘‘ Good Heavens,” he exclaimed, 
**T had forgotten all about it,” and quickly 
wrapping it up again he flew out of the front 
door with it, and was gone about fifteen 
minutes, when he came back without it. 
What he ever did with the poor little corpse 
I know not. He stammered something 
about taking it to the college for dissection, 
but the subject is too revolting to dwell up- 
on. Of course, I had no appetite for lunch. 
Mabel went soon after the meal was over, 


usual embellishments to everybody, while 
I must hide my sorrow at Edward’s perfidy, 
and go and answer the letters that came in 
reply to the advertisement. 

How could Edward do such a cruel thing. 
I shall never close my eyes to sleep again 
without seeing hosts of little dead babies, 
and I shall never want to look at another 
brown paper parcel. The worst of it is, the 
house may be full of them for what I know. 


Oh Edward, Edward, to think that your 


hands have ever touched the dissecting knife! 


blood dead baby! I gave one scream, Mabel | and I suppose will relate the story with her | If I’d known that, and that doctors were in 
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TRIALS OF A TRADESMAN. 


ONE O’CLOCK, P. M. 


























.HIS THIRD CUSTOMER. 
“I wish a postage stamp, sir,” 


THREE O’CLOCK, P. M, 
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HIS FOURTH CUSTOMER. 


The book agent!! (him ¥ 


FOUR O'CLOCK, P. M. 
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Joy! he sells a pair of laces for a nickel. 
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he iron jaw). | 


FIVE O'CLOCK, P. M. 














HIS FIFTH CUSTOMER. 





|The landlord calls to notify him of a raise 
| . . 
in his rent! !!!!! 


SIX O'CLOCK, P. M. 




















the habit of bringing dead babies to their 
houses I’m sure I should never have married 
you. 

Come to think of it, perhaps Edward 
doesn’t do the dissecting himself. I don’t 
believe he does, for he is a wretched carver, 
and haggles every piece of meat that comes 
on the table. I'll ask him when he gets 
home, if he ever cut up a dead body. If he 
says ‘‘no” 


“* yes ”’—-well, I don’t believe I’ll ever let him 
kiss me again, and for once in my life I shall 
agree with Mabel and say doctors are horrid. 





Murmurs of the tied—recriminations of 
married people. 


Nor every New Yorker that goes North 
goes in search of the North pole. The police 
is the last thing some of them care to en- 


I'll forgive him, if he says | counter. 


His Sixth Customer strikes him for the 


| price of a night’s lodging 





Is there any road a politician has not 
traveled ?—The road to heaven, 


THESE romantic young things sometimes 
build better than they know when they take a 
coachman for husband. Some coachmen 
are capital whips. 


As a rule dictionary men don’t have an 
airy-diction: witness the tremendous ponder- 
osity of Sam Johnson’s, and the painful 
stiffness of Noah Webster’s. 


ALARMED FRIEND—‘* What do you mean 
by taking passage 1n a vessel commanded by 
such an officer as Captain § he 

Jones—‘* Why everybody says he is perfect- 

| ly reckless and I don’t want to be wrecked.” 





In American politics there is also an Indian 
| Summer. We are enjoying it now. It 
| began in November and will last till March. 
The President actual has such a small slice 
of existence left that the weary campaigners 
don’t care to jump on him much. The 
| President elect is allowed to recover his 
| breath and stretch his legs and mend his 

breeches in a sort of oasis—the only one, or 
sort of one, to be found in all the howling 
desert that lies between Nomination and 
| Exauguration. The Presidents unelect have 
shot into darkness with the suddenness of a 
tropical sunset, where it is permitted them 
to repair the drooping head and trick the 
shorn beam in considerate silence, unrepeated 
by the morning papers. Beautiful season of 
truceful rest! In which the battered warriors 
may trim their war-clubs, grind their toma- 
hawks, and whet their scalping—knives 
against the not distant day when they must 
resume the bloody work on which, as some 
extremely knowing writers assure us, not 
alone the health, but the very life of popular 
| institutions like ours depends. 
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THE JUDGE. 








F “* Music be the food of love,” the little 
god ought to be pretty well satisfied with 
the bill of fare presented for his delectation in 
New York. 

He can at present partake of grand German 
opera at the newly garnished Metropolitan; 
of Italian opera at The Academy, or of opera 
bouffe, or opera comique at the New Park 
and Casino. The days of ‘‘The Grand 
Duchess” are numbered, however, and we 
doubt if it survives the length of time it 
takeg to get this article into print. 

Catherine Lewis retired from the cast some 
time ago, and up to last accounts Fanny 
Wentworth was doing the kicking. The 
play has not been a success, and nobody but 
the managers, and the credulous actors and 
actresses they engaged, ever expected it 
would be. 

Vernona Jarbeau, who was originally en- 
gaged to play Prince Paul, was the most 
sensible one of the lot. She reflected, 
backed gracefully out of the cast, and 
skipped with the Kiralfys to play Puck in 
** Sieba” the rest of the season. 

General Brown is (or was) played by 
Louis Nathal, who is (or was) the husband 
of Louise Lester. 

Louise Lester heads the ‘‘ Seven Maidens,” 
over at Koster and Bial’s. 

Miss Lester’s opera company came to grief 
some time ago, and she has returned toa 
former occupation, that of singing in a con- 
cert hall. 

The Tivoli and The Winter Garden in 
San Francisco were the places that first 
knew her and her husband. 

If ‘‘ Nell Gwynne,” at the Casino, proves 
a success it will be due to the fine performers 
in the cast. Mathilde Cottrelly, Laura 
Joyce, Irene Perry, J. H. Ryley and Digby 
Bell ought tosave anything not irredeemably 
bad. enquatic’s music in this opera 1s 
not tuneful, and the libretto is complained of 
as being dull. As before mentioned, how- 
ever, the cast is a strong one, and the piece 
is splendidly mounted and makes a grand 
show. 

Mapleson, with the ever blooming flower 
in his coat-lappel, is about town radiant and 
smiling, while Patti rattles about among 
the bank notes and the musical notes (they 
are all high ones) at the Academy. 

Now that a subscription is on foot for a 
monument and a grave for poor Brignoli, 
Patti has a chance to exhibit her generosity. 
Brignoli was her life-long friend, and did 
her many favors. We are told sheshed tears 
when she heard of his death. 

Well, tears are cheap, it takes money to 
buy graves and monuments. 

George Law (not Frank Lord as stated in 
the Mercury) paid the funeral expenses. and 
Kellogg lent her presence and voice for the 
occasion. Mme. Ristori and many dis- 
tinguished people helped to fill St. Agnes 
Church and pay their last respects to the 
silvery voiced tenor, but Mme. Patti was 
conspicuous by her absence, and at the 
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GENT—“‘ Can you carry a message for me?” 
CoLorED Bory—*‘ J kin, if it ain’t too heavy.” 
GENT—“ Well, heres a quarter; just go and tell my wife I won't be back until mid- 


night !” 


CoLtoreD Box—“ No, you don’t! 
quarter.” 


That’s too dangerous a message to carry for a 





ney time of writing nothing has been 
eard from her on the subject. 

Irving and Terry, and Terry and Irving 
are doing Shakespeare in the most approved 
style down at The Star, while The ealens 
are making themselves and their audiences 
merry at The Fifth Avenne. 

The Milan Mexican Californian Opera 
Troupe came to grief like a good many 
others, during election week. 

In company with numerous sad-faced 
politicians the members managed to make 
their escape to Washington. 

When they departed, Barton Key’s face 
wore a fatigued expression akin to the one 
he used to assume when, playing Grosvenor 
in Patience, he announced himself a 
‘*Trustee of beauty.” A trustee of beauty, 


and the trustee of an unsuccessful opera | 


company must be equally pleasant positions. 

Fanny Davenport is doing ‘‘ Fedora” at 
the Fourteenth street Theatre, and people 
amuse themselves making comparisons be- 
tween Harry Lee, who plays the part of 
Loris this year, and Mantell who made him- 
self famous in the same part last year. 

Robert Buchanan’s he ** Constance” is 
on at Wallack’s and Daly announced the 
first production of Pinero’s comedy ‘‘Lords 
and Commons” for Saturday evening. 

Mrs. Gilbert, of Daly’s, had a birthday 
recently, and Mr. Daly and a few of the 
company celebrated the event by giving the 
the lady a luncheon at Delmonico’s. 


One paper, in alluding to it, said Mrs. 
Gilbert had been with Daly’s company four 
years. We should think she had! 


It is said that the Third Avenue Theatre 
will become a stock theatre on the twenty- 
fourth of November. 
the pecular name of the play that will be 
produced on this occasion, and Carrie Turner 
and D. H. Harkins will be the principal 
performers. 

Minnie Cummings, who has acquired 
more notoriety in the courts than on the 
stage, has sued a man for robbing her of an 


** Notice to Quit” is | 





| umbrella and a set of spoons. Since the 


jury gave her the big verdict against her 
dressmaker she seems to have gone into the 
suing business with a vengeance. 

Mr. Florence announces that his new play 


**Our Governor” is drawing crowded houses. 


‘‘Our Governor” is the play ‘‘ Facts,” or 
‘His Little Hatchet,” with nothing changed 
but the name. Florence plays the part of 
Governor Pinto Perkins, the champion liar. 
Grover Cleveland witnessed the performance 
a while ago in Buffalo. The audience be- 
came hilarious, and applauded vociferously 
and Pinto Perkins and Grover Cleveland 
both acknowledged the applause. Florence 
now swears he’ll have an official count and 
will know for certain whom the applause 
was intended for. 


A HOLE in your income—a large rent. 


,AILROAD employment tends to dissipation 
—all train hands lead a fast life. 


«‘Don’t send my winter coal until after 
election,” wrote an editor to his coal dealer. 
He probably wants to empty the coal bin of 
campaign mud balls first. 

“Ma,” said a youngster. ‘*‘ What is a 
tare?” 

‘A tare is a weed, my son; but why do 
you ask?” 

* Well, I heard Pa tell Mr. Flipkins, he 
had a ‘bang up tare’ while we were at grand- 
pa’s last week.” 


Tue sufferer was carried into an apothe- 
cary store where she explained how the acci- 
dent happened. 

‘‘T got off the train from Chicago, and 
was standing on the curbstone waiting for 
a horse-car, when the horse brought his foot 
down on mine.” 

The physician glanced at the injured 
member. ‘‘Chicago, eh! Well, the horse 
had to step somewhere,” he said quietly. 
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Forethought. 

I FAIN would wander through the park 
As twi-light throws the shadows dark 

Across the leas; 
I fain would stroll with foot-steps light, 
Alone within the pale moon’s sight, 
Beneath the stars that sparkle bright 

In heavenly seas. 


And so, I prithee, sir, prepare 
A poultice with the greatest care 
Of Kraukkopf’s bark; 
And fetch me yonder pistols twain, 
My coat of mail, my loaded cane, 
My dirk and billy, for I fain 
W ould seek the park. 





And mind, sir, that you do not fail 


To have on hand, to furnish bail, 
Th’ requisite cash; 

For if a pe eler should appear, 

And come a yard or so too near 


I'll—well, 


Do something rash. 


I will, I greatly fear, 


So hand me yonder sabre bright, 
And yonder bomb of dynamite, 

For in the dark 
I fain would stroll, with footsteps light, 
Alone within the pale moon’s sight, 
Beneath the stars that sparkle bright 


In Central Park. 
GEORGE McCLELLAND 





The American Jubilleneum. 
WHAT UNCLE GABE JOHNSON THINKS OF IT. 
Mr. 
on his hands and was engaged in rubbing 
them together preparatory to resuming the 
maul for a final attempt to drive home the 
wedge in the refractory gum log, but for- 
bore, and gave the newspaper man a glimpse 
of his political views. 

‘Yes, de ‘lection am done an’ de times 
seems 2s flat as biled possum towa’ds wat dey 
was. I kin work heah all day now an’ nary 
wite man stop fur to ax me wedder I'll hab 
a drop; an how’s de ole woman an’ de childer, 
an’ want to put my name down fur wice 
president at de big stump meetin’ nex’ week. 

Dere was lawyer Bellows he runned furde 
legislater, he come down frew the hollow an’ 
sing out ‘hello, Uncle, you’s de bery man 
what I’se ben sarchen fur high an low since 
airly dis morning. A intelligentle man like 
you ob course understan’s all about de terriff 
better nor us lawyers, but dere’s neighbors 


of your’n what habn’t got your brains, 
bring em roun’.’ Den he guv me two 


quarters an’ a look out of his two eyer dat as 
good as say ‘dere’s a five, or mebbe a ten, 
back of dis. Keep yer upper lip in hit’s 
place, Uncle Gabe.’ 

An’ dere was Jedge Mason, de longest 
head ole coon you ever seed—one of dem 
kine kin lay on de soft soap an’ you doan 
feel it. ‘Uncle Gabe,’ says de Jedge, ‘I’se 
come express fur ter borry a chaw of dat 
onequable natchul leaf dat growed in yer 
own lot—General Grant nebber chawed de 
likes of it. An doan yer son William (de 
Jedge illude to our Bill, kin read amost 
frew de alphybet) want ter be a clark in de 
White House, in case de ‘lection go all right? 


Wich by de way, Uncle Gabe,’ says de Jedge, | 
as ef I didn’t know he war driven’ in dat di- | 


rection from de fust start, ‘it am boun’ ter go 
all right ef de high tone collo’d folks like de 


Johnsons sits a good sample to de common | him. 
lot,’ and den he hand over de bottle, fur de family on de outside, but de Firebricks | 


JOHNSON had just finished spitting | 


} 


} 











A CAUSTIC 


AUNT (severely )—‘*‘ Don’t you know it’s wicked to make such ugly face 3? 
LITTLE NIECE (innocently)—‘‘ Was God wicked mhen he made yours ? 


sojer out without his weepon, an’ I pulled at 
it, den de Jedge guv mea silver dollar and 
says, ‘this twixt me an’ you, and de persim- 
mon tree. You understan’ Uncle Gabe?’ 
An’ I say, yes, Jedge, I understan’. 

An’ young Waterat he come an’ argy and 
argy fur more’n a hour dat it am a eberlastin’ 
shame fur de freman ter gave his wote to 
patternize de low-minded rum hole and de 
gilted saloon, and dat it hab cost more to 
git drunk in dis yere God-forsooken state 
dan would buy all de shirts fur de childeren 
uf Africa; wile down in Maine you can’t git 
nary drop of de lickid pisen, not ef you was 
a blest preacher ob de gospel. 

Den he only shooked hands and left, and I 
say to myself I wouldn’t guv free cents fur a 


wagon-bed full of sich oninterestin’ argy- 
ments. 
Candydate Cormick, he only say, ‘Mr. 


Johnson, it am time fur de African race ter 
make derself felt in de gubberment of dis 
kentry—hab some, Mr. Johnson?—proud to 
hab yer wote an’ influence es one ob de lead- 
ers ob de party,’ den he got. 

But General Firebrick, de squarest man 
dat I eber sot my eyes on; he didn’t got out 
of his buggy but stopped jes on dis side de 
gully and yelled over. ‘ Hello you, Gabe 
Johnson, you black rascal, you, what'll you 
take fur your own wote an’ fur wat you kin 
pick up frew de Hollow—here’s a ten of 
greenbacks you wooly-headed rascal, an’ ef 
you come down wen we raise em, I reckon 
you kin git a bag uf potatoes, an’ mebbe one 
uf de spotted shotes, ef you feel like cotchin’ 
De Firebricks am a powerful rough 


Jedge he always say you never cotch de ole | cusses hab brung more blessins’ into de poo’ 





CONUNDRUM. 


” 


man’s cabin den all de gammon ile fur ten 
miles roun’. An’ so, de lawd only knows 
wat I tuck from all de candydatesde warious 
promises dat I guv ’en, wile de only candy- 
date dat I doan disrember for shuah dat I 
didn’t go back on was de General. 

Yes, de season afore de “lection was like 
de day of de jubilleneum dat I hab hearn 
about up to de church, but Wednesday 
mornin’ afore last de cole wave sot in an’ 
now it’s a awful dry spell fur de niggah 
what hab lain up no stamps fur de rainy day; 
fur now decol’d man doan count fur more 
nor de behind de wagon, or de on- 
naturalize Dutchman. Not dat dis chile 
hisself feel down in de mouf. It haint de 
fust time yer Uncle Gabe hes bin frew de 
mill since the wah, an’ wen de flattery with 
candydate come roun’ he find dis fellah 
citizen eber ready ter took his wiskey and 
his greenbacks, but de soft soap hab no more 
show to git frew dis yere ole hide dan a dose 
ob Carter ile kin penecrate into de roof of a 
snappin’ tortle borned in the last centuary, 
nor a pine wedge split into de heart ob dis 
yere contwisted gum butt. But all de fool 
young niggahs what hab no experimence in 
de wanity ob pollyticks and war singin’ an’ 
yellin’ and kickin’ up deir heels at all de 
stump meetins like de tender lambs in de 
grecn paster, feels like de young alligator 
wich cotched himself one mornin a settin’ in 
a dried up swamp. 

Hold yer horses till itam sartin de jubille- 
neum hab come fur to stay.” 


hoss 


MACKHOWLY. 
Fatt. <A good season for paragraphers— 
chestnuts are ripening. 
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THE JUDGE. 





Ballad of the Baby. 


He’s come where he'll have to scratch for his grub, 


And reach out f ir everything he gets 
He'll weep when they first douse him into the tub, 
And he'll get 
They'll think he’s smart when he learns to craw] 
And they'll go 


shaken up when he frets 


into fits when he talks; 


And he'll have the most fun when he’s ve ry, very 
small, 
For he'll have to go it alone when he walks 
First we bawl 
And then we talk 
And then we craw] 
And then we walk 
And from that time on we are prone to get into 


trouble as the railroad cinders into the human eye 


Ex 





From an Overwhelmed Father. 


DEAR Mr. Epitor:— 

May I enroll your sympathy with my 
afflictions, for I am the father of twelve 
daughters, each of whom has taken up a 
vocation. 


Angelina, my eldest, is an esthetic, and 
swears by Morris, Osear Wilde, and othe: 
high art demons. She tells me I have no 


taste, because I rebel against bottle-greens, 
pea-soup drabs, and anemone pinks. 
My hope, Clandina, is a Blue 


second 





Ribbonite, she looks daggers drawn at anyone | 


who takes a modest glass, and always exhibits 
her medal purposely when any friend comes 
in to see us whom she knows is hospitable. 

Number three, Sarah, disapproves of balls, 
and writes pamphlets against them. 

My fourth, Prudence, isa swur de charite; 
while Edel weisa, my athletic maiden, plays 
tennis for wagers, and lives ina constant 
state of excitement, natural to a person who 
has to catch trains for far-off destinations, 


being the champion tennis player of our 


neighborhood. 

Serenita, the youngest of my half dozen is 
literary, she writes for the Cornet, JuDGE, 
and a paper called Old Spoons in a New 
Pap Bowl. She sometimes nibbles her nails 
off for ideas, and wears her ‘* bustle ” across 
her shoulders through sheer agony of soul; 
but her mental strain is nothing to Washing- 
tonia, my seventh olive branch, for she is 
Shakespeare mad, and greets us with quota- 
tions, at every corner, from ‘‘Hamlet,” 
‘* Richard the Third,” ‘‘ Much Ado about 
Nothing,” and spends her time in learning 
an entire play daily, so that she talks the 
Bard of Avon familiarly in ordinary life, 
and whenever asked the question, shall the 
leg of mutton be roasted or boiled, she turns 
up her eyes, and sig ‘Uneasy lies the 
head that wears a crown,” or if the dress- 
maker inquires the width of her fair waist, 
she answers low, and moans, ‘ 'l’o be, or 
to be.” 

Alfrida, on the contrary, my eighth blos- 

som, has all the nursery rhymes at her com- 
mand, and on the most solemn occasion trolls 
‘High Diddle, cats in the Fiddle,” and her 
dress is in exact imitation of it, oi the 
child’s Fairy story. 
. Georgette, my ninth, is fast, and smokes, 
and swears like a trooper, and copies the 
second rate actresses’ costumes. She wrangles 
perpetually with Claire, who is artistic, and 
paints out of focus on terra-cotta, and works 
flowers that never existed in crewel-work. 

Florence is devoted pups, and has a 
dachshund and a hideous bull dog in atten- 
dance. She is my last but ph, and 
my climax is reached when Friskette, (cor- 
ruption of Fanny) sets her cockatoo at the 
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‘ 
NOT NEGOTIABLE. 
TRAM Gi le your money oO? ur life '” 
YounG Man My mone l my life is insured.” 
TrRamMP—** Well, « eu match. thi 
Yot NG M AN le iy mi wl some fe ' days since.” 
TrRamP—‘* Well, blame it. give me something.” 
Ta 


and the parrot shrieks, ‘* Down 
Rule,” which | 


canine pets, 

with Home 

asticully. 
Onee 


echo enthusi- 


dear 
il 
mule 


Mr. Ed tor, pity me. 
entifically on the 
latest shade of crushed strawberry, or zsthetic 


old gold, 


more, 
Sometimes I ce write sel 


but my dreams are interrupted by 


Claudina dilating on soda-water, and all 
anti-Intoxicating drinks. 

Exit my fair blue Ribbon te, and enter 
| delweisa, followed by the new Curate, who 
spite of her being the champion tennis 


el 
player of the year for our neighborhood, has 
offered himself, and plighted his affections. 
Sore as I am, I acce pt, for he has broken the 
Just as I have received their homage, 
1 am besieged by Prudence, 


spell. 
m\ sweet s@ur 
‘ Papa,” she exclaims, ‘* Pa- 
pa, he has played with my affect and 
blighted all my hopes. I wore this dress to 
please him, and I shall die an old maid! ” 
Prudence’s unite with E 
song of joy, and the wedding takes place, 
the 


de cCharile 


ons, 


lelweisa’s 


sobs 


bridesmaid’s dresses being gorgeousl\ 


embroidered with a gold and blue racket. 
entertwined with a pair of tennis shoes. 
But, my dear Mr. Editor, you can sympa- 


thize, in that there is one less surplus woman 
ready to follow the latest freak of fashion. 
Yours faithfully, 
The Father of Twelve Daughters. 


of 


economnical 


CULTIVATING habits all 
right if 


otherwise it 


economy 
done in an 
will burst up the too sanguine 
young man all the same as any other kind of 
fancy farming. 


manner; 





An Echo's Warning. 


grown brown and sere, 


Are fallir slowly from the trees, 
And the ch morning breeze 
Wafts the ech ot a sneeze 

From a distance to our eat 

Ar | echo to yorme 
Oft tl voe | ld 
I me v's ( ta cold 
I he rea is of 1 


— Boston Post. 





A Lesson in Astronomy. 


THEY were young and romantic, and al- 
though the minute hand was pointing to 


twelve o'clock, they stood upou the porch 
Ing at the stars. 
Tl at's 
murmured, 
‘Yes, pet, and that is Sirius,” he replied, 
pointing to another star. 
Are you Sirius? 
lle kissed het several 
pointed upward and said: 
‘“* That's Mars, dove,” 
‘And that’s pa’s,” she whispered, as a 
footstep sounded inside, 


Jupiter, dear, isn’t it?” she 


3 she Coot d. 


times. Then he 


and if the young 
man hadn’t scooted he would have seen more 
than he ever dreamed of. Her pa 
12 1-2 with a brass toe.—T7he 


stars 
wears a 
Hatchet. 

“ ALWAY 
The 


at-toes condition”— 


Hatche t. 


In a come 


chiropodist.- 















































At a Husking Bee. 


Now the huskers are arr ive Lon 
Many i dusky barn’s wide floor, 
Every swain beside his maiden, 
Round the heaped-up golden store 
With what blissful « Xpect ition 
Do they watch the corn appear, 
Till the sudden osculation 
Loud proclaims the rare red ear! 
Burlington Free Press 





Wafted from the Old Country. 


“So, you’ve just arrived from the old 
country?” 

‘““ Yes, I came over in a smell.” 

“In a smell! ( I don’t want to be 
taken for a fool. What do you mean.” 

‘“‘ Well, it was about the same thing—the 
Oder from Bremen.” 


ymie, 





Hardly to be Believed. 





“Do you know I think Fogg is either in- 


sane or a big liar? ” 
‘‘ What do you base your conclusions on?” 
“‘Well, he told me that he up last 
night when the baby was yelling ‘ bloody 
murder,’ and didn’t get a tack stuck in his 
heel.” 


vot 


Topnoody. 


““My dear,” said Mr. Topnoody to his 
wife, as he looked up from his paper, ‘I 
see here that Henry Bergh is in favor of the 
whipping-post for husbands who beat their 
wives, 

**Who’s Henry 
‘Ts he an officer of the 
make a fee by the valuable service he may 
render the State?” 

‘““No my dear: he President of the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
animals.” 

** Doesn’t he call it cruelty to whip a hus- 
band at the post?” 

‘*TTusbands are not animals, my dear.” 

“Oh, ain’t Well my experience 
and me to. believe they 
were.” 

**T don’t see how you can say that.” 

“Well, they roll in the gutter sometimes; 
they grunt a good deal; they snarl and snap 


very often; they 

‘*That’s enough, my dear, I see you are 
not inagood humor. I don’t think though, 
you would like to see me led to the whip- 
ping-post. 

““No, Topnoody, I would not for various 
reasons.” 

‘IT knew it, my dear. I knewit. You 
may say hard things at times, and you may 
hurt my feelings, but Iam sure, underneath 
it all, you are tender and loving, and your 
heart is full of gentleness and sympathy.” 

‘It’s kind of you to say so, Topnoody. 
It might not be so severe on me to have you 
suffer to some extent, but I wouldn’t want 
to see you killed.” 

** Killed, my dear? It doesn’t kill a man 
to whip him at a post.” 

**No, Topnoody, not under ordinary cir- 
cumstances; but if you had to go to the 
whipping-post after I got through with you, 
in case you attempted to heat me, I feel 
more than confident it would be a larger 
dose than your constitution could stand; and 
I would be left a widow, until after spring 
cleaning and early gardening are done.” 

Topnoody returned to his reading.—Mer- 
chant Traveler. 


Bergh?” she inquired. 


law who expects to 


is the 


they? 


observation led 


1 
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Important to Teachers. 
f languages were discussing 


lat t their pro- 


reiatlve to 


Two teachers of 
matters and things 
fession. 

oe Do yi ur } upils pay up regularly on the 
first of each month?” asked one of them. 

NO; they do not,” was the reply. 

‘“*] often have to wait for weeks and weeks 
before | get my pay, and some times I don’t 

t t al You can’t well dun the parents 





n’t you doas I do. 
my money regularly.” 
© Tow do you manage it?” 
i For instance I am 
teaching a boy French, and on the first day 


I always get 


is very simple. 


of the month his folks don’t send the money 
for the lessons. In that event | give him 
the following sentences to translate and 
write out at home: ‘IT have no money. The 
month is up. Hast thou got any money? 
Have not thy parents got money? I need 
money very much. Why hast thou not 
brought the money this morning? Did thy 
father not give thee any money?’ ‘That 


fetch s them. 
boy brings th 


Next morning, you bet, that 
money.” — Texas Siftings. 





Never Shies. 


‘“*Now, this horse,” said a gentleman, 
who was about to purchase the animal from 
an honest old farmer, 
stand? ” 

‘Gentle as a dog.” 

‘Never runs away?’ 

‘ Never.” , 


‘* Never sees anything in the road to shy 


‘Not a thing.” 

‘* Well, Ull take him.” 

When the gentleman went away, leading 
the horse, some one remarked: 

‘Ain’t that the horse you used to drive 
to town?” 

**Same horse.” 

‘* Well, he used to shy at everything he 
saw?” ' 

és Ve a. 

‘** Well, doesn’t he do it now?” 

‘“Yes, shies at everything he sees, but he 
don’t see anything now. He’s blind in both 


eves. trkansas Traveler. 





A Mere Suggestion. 

“Wry don’t you keep your hand still?” 
said a gentleman at a Texas hotel, to an- 
other, who talked volubly, and accompanied 
every word with an extravagant gesture. 

‘There are so many people at the table, a 
feller don’t know where to put his hand.” 

‘Suppose you put it over your mouth.” — 
Teras Siftings. 


**Ts your chum a close student?” wrote a 
father to his son in college. ‘* You bet he is, 
father,” was the reply. ‘You couldn't 
borrow a V. of him if you were in the last 
stages of starvation.”—PBurling/on 


| Press. 





‘*Delays are Dangerous.”’ 


Ir you are pale, emaciated, have a hacking 
cough, with night-sweats, spitting of blood 
| and shortness of breath, you have no time to 
lose. Do not hesitate too long—’till you are 
past cure; for taken in its early stages, con- 
sumption can be cured by the use of Dr. 
Pierce’s ‘* Golden Medical Discovery,” as 
thousands can testify. By druggists. 


| 


Didn’t Like The Water. 

*“So you don’t want to live on this place 
any longer,” said ‘‘ landlord” to a man who 
had rented a farm from him. 

‘No, got enough of it.” 

** Doesn’t the land please you.” 

“* Oh, yes, land’s good enough.” 

‘What, then, is the matter?” 

‘“* Don’t line the water.” 

‘Why, my dear sir, this is the best water 
in the neighborhood.” 

‘“*Tt mout be for some folks but it ain’t to 
me. I ust to live down in the swamp, you 
know, and got ’customed to the water, and 
now, when I take a drink an’ it don’t jolt 
me like I was hit witha mallet, w’y I put it 
down as no count, so, mister, I don’t want to 
live on your place any longer.” —Arkansaw 
Traveler. 





Politics on the Border. 

EveN the little ones have caught the 
craze and are classifying themselves accord- 
ing to their political predilections. ‘‘What’s 
your politics?” inquired a lad of six or seven, 


| of a miss about his own age, the other day. 


‘is gentle I under- | 


‘* Well,” she replied, after a moment of 
profound thought, ‘I ain’t sure; Papa isa 
*Publican, Mama’s a Democrat, and so I 
guess I must be a half-breed.”— Marquette 
Min ing Journal, 


THE writing master does a flourishing 


business. ———‘“‘ Well you beat me,” as the 


| drum remarked to the drumstick.— Boston 


Transcript. 


‘THE New York market is extensively 
supplied with foreign eggs.” We thought 


| our fathers cast off the foreign yolk for good 


Fre eC 


more than a hundred years ago.—Boston 
Transcript. 
CANNIBAL KING (to missionary)—‘‘I 
think the best thing I can do is to eat you.” 
Missionary (in earnest protest) —** I do 
not agree with you, sir.” —Bloomington Eye. 


RESTAURANT Man—‘‘ Don’t fried 
venison on the bill of fare again.” 
Cook—** All right; but why not, sir? ” 
Restaurant man—‘‘ The cold weather has 
stiffened the price of shoe leather.” — Phila- 
de Iph ia Call. 


put 


Miss Rosewoop, who took part in amateur 
theatricals: ‘Oh, I’m so tired; I had to 
stand all the evening.” Miss Sharp, who 
was in the audience; ‘‘ My dear, you have 
not had to stand nearly as much as we 
have.” —Ex. 

MaNAaGER—“‘ Well, my dear, you can dis- 
pense with that lumbersome trunk after to- 
day. I have had a new inside pocket put in 
my vest, and I can carry your costume 
there.” 

Actress—‘‘ But I cannot give up my trunk; 
I have got to have that.” 

Manager—‘‘ What for?” 

Actress—‘* My press notices.’ — Zz. 

Boston waip—* No, my paternal progeni- 
itor is not in.” Caller—‘s I am one of the 
| depositors in his bank, which I find has sus- 
pended. Can you tell me where your father 
* «The authorites became cognizant of 

considerable rehypothecation on his part 
and conveyed him to a protoplasm.” ‘* A 
what?” ‘*Protoplasm.” ‘* What in the 
name of Webster is that? “Tf you will 
glance at Worcester you will find that proto- 
plasm signifies a cell.”—Rochester Post-Ex- 
| press. 
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Isn’t it somewhat paradoxical for a strong- 
minded woman to advertise ‘* Board 


week? ”— Boston Transcript. 

General BuRD GruBB lives in New Jer- 
sev. He must be a ‘‘worm o’ the dust,” 
for bird grub is worms.—Si/tings. 

WHEELING, West VIRGINIA, must bea 
greal pla e for cCarriuge-smiths This is the 
remark of a wag-on the subject. —Boston 
Star. 

WeE want all ginal poetry about 
autumn leaves and things that can be sent 
us. ( 1 weath s oming and kindliug 
wood is high Lb Hawkeye. 


‘Did vou ring, 


sah?” 


Hotel ( tuest—** Yes, I want some soap.” 

‘“‘“There is t ap on the washstand, 
sah?’ 

“This? Do you call this hard ball soap? ” 

‘* Best cas ( sun. Don’t it feel like 
castile, sah?’ 

‘“* Well, no; rather more like cast-iron.”— 
Philadel 1 ¢ 

CATARRH CURED. 

\ K i T ga f years from that 
loathsome diseas rri fter t ng t known remedy 
w it ‘ t found a pre ption which m 
pletely red 1} fron Any sufferer from 
this dreadful e st I N a ! 1 envelope to 
Dr. J. A St Br k New York, will 
receive tl r I f I € 





PHYSICIANS AND DRUGGISTS Combining Tron 





—SeSORENO— pure vege- 
Sabie tonics, it 
qutic kly and com 


bs tely Cures 
dyspe peia, 
indigestion, 
Malaria,Chills & 
Fevers, & Neu- 
ralgia. An un- 
failing remedy 
fo> Diseases of 
the Kidneys & 
Liver. Does not 
injure the teeth 
cause headache 
or produce con 
stipation, — othe 
Tron medicines do 
The genuine has 
trade mark and 
crossed red lines 
on wrapper. 
Take no other 
MADE ONLY BY 
Brown Chemical Co 
Baltimore, Md 
—_— 


BEST TONIC 





Pictures and Ter 
CAPITAL ¢ 


nyse 


New Scrap | yn’s Poems mailed 
ARD CO., 


156 : 
oY for 10 cts. Hartford, Conn. 


“MANUAL 

OF NE é DL E Work: It plainly 
I igton, Arasene, 
sm brot ¢ mhigton, Afanene 











ur is stitches It also 
Tattin, Honiton, Point 
uc ‘ iz. et with instructions for 
nan s for hon nment 0O pages fully 

ed Price, } id B5ects, Agents wantec 
Patten Pub, Co,, 3 W. Mh St., N.Y. 
It is now tl unive ul report tha he undersigned are, 
and ha been r years, tl uling and best house 
inthe U. S. to bu Goods t r publis hed, Catalogue 
» Wor ks ¢ irge pag ) illustrations 
of Base-Ball, Lawt ' mr Firemen, Boating, and 
Theatrical Goods Beards, I ing-Gloves, Foot-Balls, 
Magic Lanter \ s Magic Tricks, Toy Eng ines, Chess 
Dominoes t vil ) pe ning to cut and in door games, 

and latest nove t mail for cents 
PECK & SNYDER, 126 to 130 Nassau St., N.Y. 





PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the Worid in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 

and made to order. 


may be earned. §#~ VIEWS in stock. 
Send for Catalogue HART «& 
fth 


yot 
185 Fifth Avenue, ‘New York. 


WEAK, UNDEVELOPED PARTS 

















OF THE HUMAN BODY EF ..LARGED, DEVEL- 
OPED, STRENGTHENED,” Etc., isan interesting 
advertisement longrunin rpaper, Inreply toin- 
ques we wl sa t there 1s no evidence of hum- 





bagaboutthis. Untne « 








mtrary, the advertisers are 
very highly indorsed, Interested persons may get 
reviars giving ail particniars by addressing 





AL CO., Butiaio, N.Y .—Zoledo -vening bee 
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SoME wag wrote with chalk on the flagging 
in front of Eno’s residence, ‘‘ Though lost 
| to sight, to Canada dear He struck it.— 
Brooklyn Times. 
ADVICE 
engineer, 


to the cook, 
‘boil up;” 


‘“boil well;” to the 
to the newspaper man, 


**boil down;” to the campaign manager, 
‘let her boil.” —PAi ladel) hia News. 

A LITTLE girl, feeling herself neglected 
said to her sister: ‘‘ 1 think you had better 


pay some attention to me, 
body knows what 
Observer. 


A FRIEND says his lines have now fallen 
in very pleasant places. Our lines go fre- 


for mama says no- 
I'll do next.”— Waterloo 


quently into the waste paper basket, and in- | 


to the waist paper bustle sometimes.—Somer- 
ville Journal. 


Some clothiers are selling rough and ready 
boys’ suits with an extra seat thrown in. 
This is the first time we ever knew reserved 
seats to be sold without charging extra for 
them.—P irlington Free Press. 


| A PARIs woman 
her husband’s trousers with a mustard 
plaster, and in less than a week it drew all 
the color out of his nose and persuaded him 
to vote the prohibition ticket.—Paris Bea- 
con. 


‘““Ir I’m elected representative, 
measure do you wish put through?” asked 
the candidate of a voter. ‘* We!l, fix it so 
we shall have steamed sidewalks, then there 
will be no snow to shovel,” was the earnest 
reply.— Boston Globe. 


patched the bosom of 


what 


‘“* Look, pet, at all your wedding presents. 
We surely have enough plate to last us a 
lifetime,” remarked a newly married man. 

** Oh, Charlie, don’t be foolish; papa only 
borrowed them for the occasion,” petulantly 
replied pet.—Brooklyn Times. 

THE newest slippers for house wear are 
made in garnet and crimson alligator, kan- 
garoo or angora skins, which are durable us 
well as springy. With slip pers of this kind 


new pair every week.—Philadelphia Call. 





It is the opinion of an English surgeon of 
note that men who shave the oftenest shorten 
their lives by several years. The Arabs also 
have a belief that those who wash their faces 

| are marked for an early tomb. The slouch 
has much to encourage him.—Detroit Free 


Press. 


3RANDY,” said a man during a conver- 
sation on intemperance, ‘‘ why, it’s the worst 
drink in the world. That’s what killed 
sill Fellers.” ‘* Bill Fellers is not dead,” 
replied some one. ‘‘I saw him ovt in the 
mountains the other day.” ‘‘ Well no differ- 
ence,” said the first speaker. ‘‘ Brandy is 
what will kill him.” ‘‘I don’t see how it 
can, for he neverdrinksadropof it.” “Ah, 
well, it’s what would kill him if he were to 
drink it You are so confounded particular 
that a man can’t talk to you.”—Arkansaw 
Trave Ne Fe ; 


‘*Yers; I shall break the engagement,” 
she said, folding her arms and looking de- 
| fiant; ‘* it is really too much trouble to con- 
verse with him; he’s as deaf as a post, and 
talks like he had a mouthful of mush. Be- 
sides, the way he hawks and spits is disgust- 


ing.”  ‘** Don’t break the engagement for 
that; tell him to take Dr. Sage’s Catarrh 
Remedy. It will cure him completely.” 


“Well, I'll tell him. I do hate to break it 
off, for in all other respects he’s quite too 





charming.” Of course, it cured his catarrh. 
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in this world. 
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or $5 for a retail box 


by express, of the best candies in Amer 
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Refers to all Chicago, 
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GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


75 Madison =t., Chicago. 
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GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 
BAKER'S 


Breaklast Cocca, 


Warranted absolutely pure 


Cocoa, from which cae excess of 
Oil has t 1removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
tl re far more economi- 

is jus, nouris ng, 

ning, easily digested, and 


invalids as 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


¥. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 
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landy r prope ons defensin ple 
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Address: P. 0. Drawer 179, ‘Buffalo. N. Y. 















































NDS EXTRACT 


ESTABLISHED 40 YEARS. 








For Inflammation, Hemor- 
rhages, Kheumatism, Neuralgia, 
Diphtheria, Catarrh, Wounds, 
Bruises, Scaids, Sores, Sprains, 

Piles, &c, 
CAUTION.—See that the words “ Pond’s 
Extract” are blown in each bottle, inclosed in a 


buff-colored wrapper, bearing our landscape trade- 
mark—none other is genuine, 


Pond’s Extract is Never Sold in Bulk, 
HAVE IT IN YOUR HOMES, 


CATARRHE What is Catarrh? 


[tis a disease of the mucous 











membrane, generally originating 
in the nasal passages and main 
taining its stronghold in the head. 
From this point it sends forth a 
poisonous virus along the mem 
branous linings and through the 
digestive organs, corrupting the 
blood and producing other trou 
blesome and dangerous symp 
toms 


Cream Balm is a remedy 
based upon a correct diagnosis of 
this disease and can be depended 


HAY-FEVER upon. 


%) cents at druggists; 6) cents by mail. 
lar. Sample vy mail 10 cents. 


ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. 


Sere x20 


A ies’ prescription of noted specialist, ta re 
Druggists « . fillit. Address 
| Heed) WAR D & CO., LOUISIANA, MG 


Send for circu 
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| A LITTLE town up in New York has a 
skating rink that they call ‘‘ Niagara.” It 
is supposed that they call it that because the 
people go there to see the ‘‘falls.”— Wash- 
ington Hate het. 


THE New York World speaks with con- 
tempt of ‘‘ Gail Hamilton’s $15 harp.” We 
wish to remark that that harp makes more 
music than any $20 liar can hope to drown. 
—Philadelphia News. 


Mr. Henry JAMEs, JR., must be quite 
too happy for any earthly necessity. He 
has been mistaken by a real English soldier 
for the real Prince of Wales. Lardy dah!— 
Boston Herald. 

‘*Wuat’s that on your nose? ” asked one 
Burlington man of another. ‘Oh, that’s 
nothing but a political gathering,” was the 
reply. ‘‘I disputed the majority in N. Y. 
with a Democrat last evening.”—Burling- 
ton Free Press. 


Artist—‘‘ Hullo, Charley! Did you see 
that little bit of mine that I sold to Con- 
nishure?” Charley—‘‘ Little bit? Ha, ha! 
very good. Conishure thinks he was a little 
bit when he bought it. Curious coincidence, 
isn’t it? ”—Boston Transcript. 


AN English doctor tells of treating a child 
eight years old who was suffering from an 
attack of delirum tremens. The doctor 
ought to have been ashamed of himself. If 
the child persisted in drink, all right, but it 
was very wrong to treat it.—Boston Post. 


LittLe Jim—‘‘ Ah, ha! I’ve heard some- 
| thing awful bad about your pop.” 
Little Jack—‘* Who cares fur you? 
did ye hear anyhow?” 
‘*T heard your pa got sent to jail.” 
**Pooh! Guess you forgot what they done 
to your pop last year.” 
“* What? ” 
** Your pop got sent to the Legislature.” 
—Philadelphia Call. 


“Woman and Her Diseases” 
is the title of an interesting, illustrated 
treatise (96 pages) sent, post-paid, for three 
letter stamps. Address World’s Dispensary 
Medical Association, Buffalo, N. Y. 


What 
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| Diseases of the 
} HOPITAL 


Diseases of the Stomac 


IMITATIONS. 


THE ONLY 


GENUINE VICHY 


SPRINGS OWNED 
HAU TERAT IVE, } Prescribed for the Gout, Rheumatism, Diabetes, Gravel, 
5 Diseases of the 


BY THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT. 
Kidneys, etc., ete 

Liver. 

h, Dyspepsia. 


TO BE HAD OF ALL RESPECTABLE WINE MERCHANTS, GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS. 
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TH AN ELECANT WARDROB 














CHRISTMAS i. nets, Street Costumes, Cloaks, Hat: 
rellas, Music Port: Overe ‘ 
st 


Wardrobe 
beyond de si 
Paris. There is ¢ dne Little Boy and Two Girl Solis 4 in Each Set, 
with Pretty Fs a 

Wardrobe is s 
dress them in the 


will get more r 
than out of artic 


Fre Dolls, and they felt very sorry indeed to think that 
they must stop and eat their supp” ,and if mothers only knew 
how much amusement there is in these Dolls they would wil- 
lingly pay double the price asked for them, Sample set 
fy doll 


for them, 50 sets for 


Method and Full Diree 
of these dolls. You have not one dgy to lose, aseach days’ delay is dollars 
lost to you. If you have not the money now cut this out, as it will not 
appear again before Christmas, and is an opportunity too valuable to loses 


taken’ Adares =M, BABCOCK & CO., CENTERBROOK, CONN. 






E OF 32 
RARDI of Rece tion, Evening = fECES Dresses, Bon- 
and Satchels, Sun Um- 
ilor Suits, Military Suits, 
ts, ate ts, ling Cos- 
These Dresses Suits in this Elegant 

rese ent Nine Different Colors apa they are lovely 
tion, several being from Des s by Worth, of 























Different Suits. Every Child and every 
en them go in ecstaci sover the Children 

enjoyment out of a Set of these French Dolls 
es that cost $10. Every person that buys them 
immediately for more. A Lady writes us 7 er Lit- 
4 and Gir! played for five long hours with a Set of these 



















ing of three 
ets, 6 dolls, 
ts for $1, you get $1.80; 25 sets for $2, you get $3.75 

5, you get $7.50; 100 sets $6 by express, you get $15. 
nsell 100 sets every day; if yc mu do that you make 
f you send for one or two sets we w nd our Secret 
ions how you can make more than $100 a month out 








s with their ward robe of 32 pieces, by mail for 14 cents, ‘ 
pieces, for 2 








































DR. SCOTT’S 


GENUINE 
For Ladies and Gentler 
Prot babi yn ode : ntion of B and Supporters, has 
so larg n ated as 1 Dr. Scott’s 
Electric. Belts. Vv t * pe e in the city of 
now wearing t d 1 y are recom- 
ponies by t > most leat 1 ent of all 


Male ‘and Female Weakness, Nervous and Cen- 
eral “Debility. Rheumatism, Paralysis, Neurar 
ia, Sciatica, As Stn me. yspgepsia, Constipa- 
tion, Erysip Sati Catarrh. Pies, Epilepsy 
7 Bane ips, Back or Limbo Disease 
ne, fidneyss Liver and 


Heart, Falling, 
fatlammation or Jiceration. 





ELECTRIC BELT 3,00 








There is no waiting a x time for res Electro-magnetism 
aets quickly, gener e tw ~ntly the first day. 
and often eve ! rn thelr wonderful 





snduring t 
curativey et 
7 1 me ve, the nerves and el ngels h circulation 
and all ¢ time health and g« a ng come 
ructed on scientife principles imparting an 
. t to the whole system 
A “HAM MOND, of New York 3 
iy, | y tect ured upon this subject, 

, trial of these agencies, 
e cures he had made 














PRICE ‘$3. 00 ON TRIAL. 

we will send ei ther Lady’s or Gent’s Belt on trial, post-paid, on 
f t g elivery. State size of waist 

y money orde r draft at our 

risk, or currency in registered letter. Addfess, GEO. A ScorT, 

842 Broadway, N.Y. Mi X THIS PAPER 

Dr. ScoTT’s ELECTRIC CORSET 1 2.00 and 8.00 

DR Scott's ELECTRIC Halt peter 1.00, 1.50, 2.00, 2.60 & 3.00, 

Dr. Scorr’s ELECTRIC FLESH BRUSHES, $3.00. 

Dr. Scort’s ELECTRIC TooTH BRUSH, 50c. 


BTANIN 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square & Upright 


PIAWOS. 
Warerooms: 8 W. 44th St. & 129 EB. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E..corner 124 st. and Ist ave., New York. 


Catarrh Cured for $2.00. 


I HAVE made this horrible disease a subject of special study, 
and the result of a thorough scientific investigation is that 
catarrh is the lodgement of the eggs of an insect in the nasal 
organs (or nuse). Those eggs are floating in the air, inhaled 
through the nostrils, where they are caught and hatched, and 
feeding in early life upon the tissues in which they are imbed 
ded. they destroy them, disfiguring the face, undermining the 
health, and leaving a putrid and loathsome breath. y remedy 
will destroy the eggs and the insect within ten di iys; wil 
sweeten the breath and permanently cure the patient On 
receipt of $2 by mail I will send medicine which will cure the 
worst case of catarrh, or return the money. Address, 


DR. A. E. COX, 
202 East 16th Street, New York City. 


























AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE to sell the best Fami- 

ly Knitting Machine ever invented. 
Will knit a pair of stockings with HEEL and TOE complete 
in 3) minutes. It will also knit a great variety of fancy work 
for which there is always a ready market. Send for circular 


and terms to the ay: gi Knitting Machine Co., 168 Tre 
mont Street, Bostor 


Franklin Square iver U0. 


—— STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 


FINE be OR WORK \SP E C IAL ut. 
PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC RE 
Estimates Carefully Prepared. 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 














NEW YORK.— 
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THE JUDGE 
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TAMMANY WATERLOO. 


FORCED RETIREMENT OF NAPOLEON KELLY. 





